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ventured fco walk only with the aid of a stick. Gradually,
I extended my course, and, in time, I reached the sea-side.
There, in a slight recess formed hy a small head-land, I
would sit with my back against a high rock, feel comforted
that earth was hidden from, my sight, and gaze for hours
in vacancy upon the ocean and the sky. At sunset, I stole
home. I found Lausanne always about, evidently expect-
ing me. When he perceived me returning, he was soon
by my side, but by a way that I could not observe him,
and, without obtrusion or any appearance of officiousness,
he led or rather carried me to my dwelling.

One morning, I bent my way to a small green valley,
which opened on the other side of our gardens. It had
been one of our favourite haunts. I know not why I
resorted to it this morning, for, as yet, her idea had never
crossed my mind 8>ny more than her name my lips. I had
an indefinite conviction that I was a lost and fallen man.
I knew that I had once beer, happy, that I had once
mingled in a glorious existence; but I felt., with regard
to the past, as if it were another system of being, as if I
had suddenly fallen from a star and lighted on a degenerate
planet.

I was in our valley, our happy valley. I stood still, and
my memory seemed to return. The tears stole down my
face. I remembered the cluster of orange-trees under
which we often sat. I plucked some leaves, and I pressed
them to my lips. Yet T was doubtful, uncertain, incredulous.
1 scarcely knew who I was. Not indeed that I was unable
to feel my identity; not indeed that my intelligence was
absolutely incapable of fulfilling its office ; but there seemed
a compact between my body and my mind that existence
should proceed without thought.

I descended into the vale. A new object attracted
my attention. I approached it without suspicion. A
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